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LOYALTY  TO  YOUR  SCHOOL 

The  success  of  a  high  school  depends  in  a  large  measure  upon 
the  loyalty  and  spirit  of  its  student  body. 

Falmouth  places  a  value  upon  Lawrence  High  and  upon  the 
training  that  it  gives  each  of  its  students.  One  way  that  students 
can  justify  this  value  is  by  their  conduct  inside  and  outside  of  the 
school.  Whether  on  the  street  or  at  public  gatherings  our  con¬ 
duct  is  being  observed  and  our  school  is  being  judged.  High  school 
students  must  set  higher  standards  of  conduct  than  those  people 
without  the  advantages  of  high  school  training.  This  type  of  loy¬ 
alty  by  students  of  Lawrence  High  School  will  be  a  step  toward 
a  real  school  and  community  spirit. 

Nothing  can  stand  in  the  way  of  a  student  body  that  is  de¬ 
termined  to  make  its  school  the  best  there  is. 


THE  SPORTSMANSHIP  BROTHERHOOD 

All  have  at  one  time  or  another  seen  the  code  to  which  the 
Brotherhood  adheres.  The  honest  attempts  of  members  to  fulfill 
the  ideals  presented  deserve  praise.  As  long  as  true  effort  is  used 
to  keep  the  code,  no  members  should  be  criticized. 

Present  members  represent  those  chosen  by  their  class  and  by 
last  year’s  members.  The  members  had  no  knowledge  of  their 
election  until  it  was  announced  at  the  initiation  meeting.  There 
was  no  discrimination  shown. 

Accomplishments  for  the  present  group  have  been  three-fold. 

The  members  gave  small  silver  footballs  to  those  earning  letters 
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in  football.  Baskets  were  distributed  to  the  poor  on  Christmas. 
A  dance  was  held.  Every  action  so  far  undertaken  has  warranted 
our  whole  support. 

Elections  have  always  presented  difficulties.  To  smooth  out 
all  faults  found,  the  group  devised  an  entirely  new  system  of  elec¬ 
tion.  The  student-body  now  has  a  part  in  elections.  Teachers  are 
not  given  the  power  to  withdraw  any  candidate’s  name.  Elections 
in  the  future  are  sure  to  be  made  as  fair  as  possible. 

The  Brotherhood  in  taking  those  steps  pointing  in  the  right 
direction  will  find  the  entire  school  backing  them.  Let  us  one  and 
all  praise  and  support  this  fine  organization. 


To  the  readers  of  this  first  issue  of  The  Lawrencian,  the  staff 
extends  its  most  humble  apology  for  the  delay  in  publication. 

Due  to  lack  of  funds,  time,  and  material,  and  to  the  general 
confusion  that  can  usually  be  found  when  a  paper  is  going  to  the 
press  for  the  first  time,  we  were  unable  to  get  it  out  on  the  speci¬ 
fied  date. 

We  hope,  most  sincerely,  that  next  month  and  thereafter  we 
will  be  able  to  avoid  such  a  delay. 


Faculty  Advisor 
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NEW  ENGLAND  STYLE! 

t 

I  awoke  one  morning  last  fall  and  remembered  I 
was  at  a  New  England  farmhouse  in  the  Berkshires. 
I  jumped  out  of  bed  wondering  what  sort  of  view 
would  meet  my  eye.  It  was  at  the  dawn  of  a  gray 
day,  and,  as  I  looked  more  carefully,  I  saw  that  it 
was  drizzling.  A  muddy  road  led  down  across  the  mea¬ 
dow  to  a  rustic  bridge,  which  rumbled  as  a  car  went 
over  it.  The  bridge  went  over  a  small  stream,  which 
came  from  a  lake  on  the  right.  The  steel-gray  water 
of  the  lake  was  ruffled  by  the  wind  and  rain.  Several 
small  row-boats  along  the  shore  were  tugging  gently 
at  their  anchors.  On  my  left  I  saw  several  white 
farmhouses  with  weather-beaten,  gray  barns  nestled 
on  the  side  of  a  hill.  In  the  distance  were  the  Berk¬ 
shire  hills,  covered  with  brilliant  fall  foliage,  dimmed 
by  rain,  but  making  the  view  fascinating.  If  it  had 
not  been  for  the  bright  colors,  the  landscape  would 
have  presented  a  rather  dismal  scene.  After  studying 
the  landscape,  I  decided  to  go  down-stairs  and  feast 
on  pancakes  and  maple  syrup,  New  England  style! 

Carolyn  Turner 
Senior  Literary  Editor. 


PERSEVERANCE 

We  who  have  reached  high  school  ought  to  note 
the  full  meaning  of  the  word  “perseverance”.  Col¬ 
lege,  business,  life  are  ahead  of  us,  and  the  word 
“perseverance”  is  confronting  us  at  all  angles,  though 
we  may  not  know  it  by  this  name.  Its  victory  is  slow, 
and  we  are  never  sure  that  we  have  gained  it.  “Con¬ 
science”  is  close  kin  to  “perseverance” — we  may  lose 
faith  in  our  undertakings,  get  discouraged,  want  to 
stop  what  we  believe  is  too  hard  for  us;  but  ever 
after  our  conscience  reminds  us  of  what  we  have  done 
and  what  we  could  have  done.  One  of  the  worst  mis¬ 
takes  is  to  set  our  hopes  too  high  and  then  im¬ 
patiently  try  to  reach  the  peak  of  our  plan.  Nothing 
worth  while  is  done  without  careful  planning,  thought, 
and  ambition  behind  it.  In  our  school  work  there 
are  many  stony  paths.  We  get  discouraged  and  would 
like  to  drop  a  subject.  We  spend  more  time  com¬ 
plaining  about  how  the  subject  will  be  useless  in  later 
life  than  trying  to  learn,  master,  and  obtain  the  full 
benefit  of  the  subject.  A  few  failing  marks  do  not 
prove  that  the  subject  is  not  worth  our  efforts.  Let 
us  have  faith — not  try  to  be  master  of  everything  we 
undertake  too  quickly — learn  from  those  above  us,  and 
slowly  but  surely  we  will  reach  the  goal  which  we 
had  faith  in  winning. 

All  this  rambling  leads  back  to  the  original  sub¬ 
ject.  Some  time  when  you  find  a  dictionary  handy 
look  up  the  word  and  try  to  live  up  to  it — Come  out 
on  top! 

Eleanor  Irish 
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LONGING  FOR  HOME 

Quiet  streets,  rolling  waves,  and  quaint  homes 
spell  the  word  “Cape  Cod.” 

The  urge  may  come  upon  you  to  leave  the  Cape 
and  see  the  cities.  You  can  not  leave  quickly  enough 
to  hear  the  hum  of  the  city.  You  are  hypnotized  by 
the  fast-pacing  people,  the  places  that  you  are  rushed 
in  and  out  of.  Oh  yes,  the  city  is  the  place  to  live. 
The  idea  that  you  are  enjoying  the  fast  pace  of  the 
city  may  stand  by  you  a  month,  or  maybe  two.  Then 
there  is  a  tightening  feeling  around  your  heart.  The 
noise  of  the  city  begins  to  pound  in  your  ear  drums 
until  it  drives  you  mad.  You  are  tired  of  the  crowds 
and  their  hollow  laughter.  There  is  that  restless 
feeling,  as  though  you  can’t  escape  from  the  city, 
which  has  turned  into  a  living  monster.  You  don’t 
know  it,  friend,  but  it’s  that  longing  for  home,  where 
the  quiet  streets,  the  rolling  waves,  and  the  quaint 
old  homes  are,  Cape  Cod. 

Helen  Augusta 


GR-R-R 

By  Carole  Snyder 

James  Franklin  Dennis  stood  before  a  mirror, 
frenziedly  trying  to  tie  a  stubborn  cravat.  He  mut¬ 
tered  a  few  words  under  his  breath,  yanked  at  the  tie 
on  e  more,  and  inspected  himself,  this  time  w  th  an 
eye  of  approval.  The  approval  charged  to  doubt.  He 
mOy’ed  closer,  so  that  his  nose  came  in  direct  con¬ 
tact  with  the  glass.  With  exploring  fingers  he  reached 
up  and  found  the  stubborn  cowlick.  He  doused  his  hair 
with  slikum  and  began  the  tedious  task  of  conquer¬ 
ing  that  rebellious  torment.  He  moved  away  a  few 
feet,  cocked  his  head  to  the  right  then  to  the  left. 
He  practiced  a  grin  and  a  serious  expression  and 
then  began  the  process  of  tipping  his  “chapeau”  to 
the  best  advantage.  After  a  dozen  variations,  he  final¬ 
ly  breathed  a  sigh  of  satisfaction  and  glanced  admir¬ 
ingly  at  the  hat,  tipped  down  at  an  angle  that  gave 
him  the  sinister  look  of  a  desperado.  Then  James 
Franklin  Dennis  placed  his  hand  inside  his  coat  and 
assumed  a  pose  that  would  have  shamed  Naooleon. 

It  was  then  that  Master  Dennis  heard  a  titter _ 

a  silly  giggle  a  foolish  girl’s  giggle,  and  a  voice  that 
broke  with  laughter,  saying,  “Oh,  Jimmie,  you  look 
so  fu-fu-funny.” 

His  face  became  scarlet,  and  then  indignant. 
“Whatt’a  ya  mean  coming  into  my  room  and  spying 
on  me!  Scram!  G’wan!  Beat  it!  A  fellow  hasn’t  any 
privacy  in  his  own  home.” 

With  a  frightened  glance  over  her  shoulder,  his 
little  sister  Betty  quickly  made  her  exit,  pigtails  fly¬ 
ing.  Jimmie  grumbled  something  about  “pesky  brat.” 
adjusted  his  scarf,  donned  his  overcoat,  glanced  anx¬ 
iously  at  the  clock,  and  made  hurriedly  for  the  door. 
G  bye,  he  called.  “I  won’t  be  back  very  early, 
Moms.” 

When  he  reached  the  gate,  he  heard  someone 
calling.  In  the  doorway  stood  Betty,  laughing  her 
head  off  as  usual.  What  was  she  saying  between  con¬ 
vulsions?  “Slip-slip.  Don’t-slip!” 

Jimmie  did  not  wait  to  hear,  but  turned  away 
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with  impatience  and  continued  on  his  way.  Yes,  a 
fellow  had  to  look  his  best,  when  he  went  to  a  Valen¬ 
tine  party,  given  by  thy  prettiest  girl  in  Aubumdale. 

Why  were  people  staring  at  him  so  oddly?  Had 
he  put  his  hat  on  wrong?  There  it  was  again.  Some¬ 
body  was  laughing  at  him;  of  that,  James  Franklin 
Dennis  was  positive.  Then  to  his  mind  there  came 
the  picture  of  Betty,  standing  in  the  doorway  and 
pointing  at  his  feet. 

Jimmie  gave  a  gasp  of  horror  as  he  saw  what  he 
had  done.  He’d  gone  out  in  his  bedroom  slippers. 
They  were  the  red  ones  Aunt  Nancy  had  given  him 
for  Christmas.  How  Betty  would  laugh  when  he  got 
back  to  the  house!  It  was  unbearable  to  have  such  a 
giggly  sister.  A  fellow’s  dignity  was  hurt  badly 
enough  without  having  his  own  sister  laugh  at  him 
and  say,  “I  told  you  so!” 

Fortunately,  the  back  door  was  unguarded.  Jim¬ 
mie  was  able  to  slip  up  to  his  room  unobserved.  Later, 
with  his  shoes  on,  Jimmie  made  a  hasty,  frantic  exit, 
and  ran  at  a  trot  down  Elm  Street.  He  was  ten 
minutes  late  already.  Was  there  no  means  of  get¬ 
ting  there  sooner?  He  had  it.  He  would  climb  over 
the  Reynolds’  back  fence  and  go  through  their  yard, 
thus  cutting  the  distance  in  half. 

No  sooner  said  than  done.  He  landed  in  an  un¬ 
dignified  manner  in  a  snowdrift  and  was  about  to 
scramble  out,  when  to  his  ear  there  came  a  low  growl, 
a  very  menacing  growl.  Jimmie  backed  away  in¬ 
stinctively.  The  growl  increased  in  volume  and  men¬ 
ace.  There  was  a  dog,  a  German  Police  dog,  very 
near. 

“Nice  doggie,”  entreated  Jimmie.  “Wouldn’t  hurt 
anybody,  would  you?” 

There  was  a  savage  growl,  and  as  a  shaggy  form 
leaped  out  of  the  night,  James  Franklin  Dennis  felt 
himself  buried  deeper  in  the  drift.  He  pleaded, 
begged,  entreated,  and  tried  to  soothe  the  monster. 

However,  the  growls  continued,  and  Jimmie  felt 
something  rip.  The  attack  grew  fiercer,  but  at  last, 
Jimmie  was  aware  that  his  attacker  had  given  up 
for  a  moment.  Thankfully  Jimmie  tried  to  rise,  but 
to  no  avail.  Everytime  he  reached  a  sitting  posture, 
the  animal  would  spring  upon  him.  Jimmie  finally 
rea’ized  that  the  best  policy  was  to  resign  himself  to 
the  inevitable  and  try  to  win  the  animal’s  favor. 

It  was  11:00  P.  M.  when  Jimmie,  limping  pain¬ 
fully  and  clutching  his  torn  garments  with  grimy 
fingers,  made  his  way  down  Elm  Street,  and  home 
again.  There  was  quite  a  contrast  between  the  James 
Franklin  Dennis  who  had  set  out  and  the  Jimmy  who 
was  returning.  The  cowlick  was  sticking  out  at  a 
rakish  angle.  He  was  covered  from  head  to  foot  with 
dirt  and  mud,  except  in  one  place,  where  “nice  dog¬ 
gie”  had,  finally  pacified,  obligingly  lapped  the  dirt 
off.  $#• 

He  was  thankful  that  it  was  too  late  for  Betty  to 
be  up  and  about,  and  he  hoped  to  sneak  up  to  his 
room  unobserved.  When  Jimmie  had  reached  the 
door  of  his  room,  a  voice  called,  “Oh,  Jimmie,  what¬ 
ever  kind  of  games  do  they  play  at  Valentine  part  es?” 
He  muttered  something  about  “Brats!”  and  slammed 
the  door  violently. 
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The  next  day  as  Jimmie  was  once  more  walking 
down  Elm  Street,  he  nearly  collided  with  Elaine 
Reynolds. 

“Jimmie,”  she  said,  “where  in  the  world  were  you 
last  night?  We  all  thought  you  would  come  to 
Nancy’s  party.  Oh,  Jimmie,  you  really  must  come 
over  to  our  house  and  see  our  new  dog.  You’ll  love 
him.  He’s  a  fine  watch  dog,  too.  You  know  last 
night  nobody  was  home,  and  he  proved  himself  the 
grandest  watch  dog.  Why,  Jimmie,  he  must  have  had 
a  terrible  tussle  with  that  burglar  who  tried  to  break 
in,  because  when  we  came  home,  we  found  this  in 
his  mouth.”  Elaine  held  up  a  large  piece  of  brown 
material.  Into  Jimmie’s  mind  there  came  a  vivid 
picture  of  his  best  trousers,  and  the  patch  that  the 
tailor  was  probably  at  that  moment  applying. 

“I  wasn’t  feeling  so  well  last  night,  Elaine.  I — ” 

“You  poor  boy,  just  think  what  you  missed!”  and 
Elaine  went  into  a  vivid  description  of  the  fun  at  the 
Valentine  party. 

When  she  finished,  she  said,  “Oh,  by  the  way, 
Jimmie,  don’t  you  want  this?  Your  sister  says  it  just 
matches  your  best  suit!”  With  a  wickedly  knowing 
giggle,  she  thrust  into  his  hand  the  piece  of  his  brown 
trousers. 

When  Elaine  had  departed,  Jimmie  jammed  his 
hat  over  his  eyes,  and  uttered  a  deep-seated  groan. 
Fate  had  surely  sent  him  a  comic  valentine  in  the 
shape  of  a  large  German  Police  dog  and  a  grinning 
“brat”! 


THE  COFFIN  IN  THE  PINES 
by  Ray  Bowman 

Ned  Thomas,  a  well  known  boy  of  Middleton  and 
the  sheik  of  the  town,  went  crawling  on  hands  and 
knees  over  the  rough  stretch  of  hill  toward  the  Mystic 
Forest,  as  the  great  pine  forest  was  called,  on  the 
night  of  October  thirty-first.  The  sudden  outburst  of 
a  hoot  owl  made  him  stop,  glance  around  meditatively, 
and  move  on  toward  the  towering  pines  above. 

This  forest  was  said  to  be  haunted,  and  no  one 
had  dared  go  into  it  to  test  the  truth  of  the  story. 

Ned,  being  a  curious,  nosey  lad,  had  overheard 
his  parents  discussing  the  forest  and  its  old  haunt 
that  returned  every  Halloween. 

“I  aim  to  find  out,”  Ned  had  said,  and  here  he 
was  at  the  top  facing  the  forest  as  the  clock  in  the 
steeple  of  the  town’s  only  church  struck  twelve. 

Again  the  hoot  of  an  owl  burst  forth  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  as  Ned  scrambled  through  the  brush  nearer  to 
the  forest. 

Glancing  over  his  shoulder  he  shivered — but  not 
from  cold. 

As  he  stood  there,  a  slouching  figure  stole  furtively 
through  the  forest  beyond  Ned.  It  was  a  young  chap, 
about  Ned’s  own  age.  He  had  just  finished  covering 
an  object  in  the  underbrush. 

Ned  furtively  looked  around  as  the  huge  shadows 
cast  by  the  tall  pines  danced  eerily  about  him.  Dodg¬ 
ing  swiftly  through  the  trees,  he  suddenly  came  face 
to  face  with  a  great  pile  of  brush  and  briars.  He 
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halted  and  stood  frozen  in  his  tracks  as  a  piercing  cry 
of  hatred  and  sorrow  broke  through  the  underbrush, 
in  one  wild  outburst  from  a  coffin  he  suddenly  saw 
there. 

With  one  leap  Ned  cleared  the  surrounding  brush 
and  went  running  through  the  trees  towards  home. 

He  stopped  suddenly  as  he  saw  something  moving 
ahead  of  him.  Sneaking  up  behind  the  boy,  as  it 
proved  to  be,  Ned  grabbed  him  by  the  collar  and 
swung  him  arund.  He  recognized  the  boy,  Peter  Par- 
res,  a  school  chum.  He  questioned  Peter  and  found 
out  the  truth  about  the  mystic  forest. 

“I  just  wanted  to  have  some  fun,”  explained  Peter. 

“Fun!”  exclaimed  Ned,  “What’s  in  that  coffin  any¬ 
way?” 

“A  phonograph,”  calmly  replied  Peter,  “I  made 
the  record  myself,  with  awful  screams.  Then  I  planted 
it  up  there  and  it  worked  too.  See  how  people  kept 
away  from  there.” 

“And  how!”  concluded  Ned. 


SCHOOL  NOTES 

By  Claire  Heroins 
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It  must  have  been  a  long,  hard  vacation  to  af¬ 
fect  a  person  to  such  an  extent  that  when  he  got  up 
to  salute  the  flag,  instead  of  “I  pledge  allegiance  — ” 
he  said,  “Our  Father,  who  art  — .” 

Mr.  Baker  must  have  a  secret  admirer  in  the  High 
School,  and  so  kittenish  that  it  certainly  could  only 
be  a  Junior  who  would  write  “I  love  you  — ”  on  a 
graph  in  5A  Algebra  class!  How  about  it,  “le  garcon”? 

The  “Sportsmanship  Brotherhood  Dance”  was  a 
very  successful  affair  as  far  as  the  students  who  went 
are  concerned,  and  a  good  time  was  enjoyed  by  all. 
The  faculty  certainly  hasn’t  lost  its  pep  in  dancing 
anyhow! 

Lawrence  High  School  was  very  fortunate  this 
fall  to  have  some  historical  pictures  given  by  Dr. 
Jones  for  use  of  the  (whole)  school.  In  order  for  the 
pupils  to  get  the  full  benefit,  each  Tuesday  and  Thurs¬ 
day  morning  in  assembly  the  students  from  Miss  Al¬ 
len’s  class  describe  two  of  the  pictures,  using  a  steri- 
optican  that  Lee  Clark  made  especially  for  this 
purpose. 

Through  the  hard  work  and  thoughtfulness  of 
Miss  Allen  we  are  able  once  more  to  have  mus;cal 
assemblies  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  morning. 
Thanks,  Miss  Allen! 

The  people  that  are  so  fond  of  studying  in  the 
library  are  going  to  find  it  a  little  bit  harder  getting 
out  of  the  Main  Room,  now  that  the  new  system  of 
having  studyroom  teachers  make  out  slips  has  gone 
into  effect! 

There  really  are  some  talented  musicians  in  the 
High  School.  Who  knows  but  the  “Silvertone  Orches¬ 


tra”  may  some  day  be  as  famous  as  “Guy  Lombardo” 
or  “Eddie  Duchin”?  Keep  up  the  good  work  “Silver- 
tone”! 

The  Dramatics  Club  produced  a  very  successful 
comedy  entitled  “Her  Incubator  Hurband”  on  Jan¬ 
uary  28,  and  practically  the  whole  cast  was  in  school 
the  following  day.  We  certainly  can’t  say  that  they 
“can’t  take  it”,  for  putting  on  a  play  takes  a  lot  of 
time,  and  energy,  to  say  nothing  of  learning  the 
parts!  Nice  work,  dramatics  club. 


SENIOR  CLASS  NOTES 

California,  here  I  come!  This  song  has  recently 
found  favor  with  both  Phyllis  and  Anita  for  two  very 
different  reasons. 

James  Weigle  seems  calmly  at  rest  as  others  fight 
love’s  battles.  But  ya  know?  35  cents  was  spent  on  a 
valentine.  A  3  cent  stamp  took  it  out  of  the  State. 

Alfred  I.,  mos’  cute  kid,  took  his,  mos’  lovely 
tbin<r,  and  danced  on  Town  Hall  floor.  Lote  wake  you 
up,  Chari  ole  frien’.  (Just  trying  to  see  if  I  can  make 
something  out  of  nothing) 

The  sign  of  infinity  L.  N.  W.  B.  They  can  look 
back  a  long  ways  too! 


ALUMNI  NOTES 
By  LAWRE  N.  CLAN 

What  we  do  and  where  we  go  is  always  of  in¬ 
terest  to  everyone.  As  a  matter  of  fact  such  informa¬ 
tion  is  called  NEWS.  Have  a  sample  of  the  ’36’s. 

Austin  Bowman,  former  football  captain  and  as¬ 
sistant  manager  of  the  Lawrencian,  has  realized  his 
hopes  and  now  attends  the  University  of  Missouri. 

Marion  Bowman  and  Cynthia  Cahoon  are  stu¬ 
dents  of  the  Bryant  Commercial  school  in  Providence. 

Robert  Cardoze  can  be  found  at  the  Falmouth 
Public  Market  weighing  his  thumbs  these  days. 

John  (Jack)  Cavanaugh  is  Alma  Matering  at  Pro¬ 
vidence  College. 

Marie  Corej  slices  bread  for  the  toast  eaters  of 
Falmouth  who  buy  it  at  Sheehan’s. 

Another  backer  of  Providence  College  is  Leonard 
Costa. 

Harold  Crocker,  baseball  champ,  took  a  fatal  step. 
Did  someone  hear  “The  Wedding  March?” 

Louise  Davis  is  to  become  a  school  “marm”. 

Ask  Claire  He  wins  where  Rona’d  Densmore  spends 
his  evenings. 

John  Hastay  still  skips  classes. 

Annette  Illgen  is  still  trying  to  get  a  position  at 
the  Lawrence  Sandwich  Depot. 

Ronald  McLane  has  that  “Altar”  in  view. 

Lewis  Motta  is  the  big  hardware  merchant. 

Miriam  Mullen,  Falmouth’s  Popularity  Queen,  is 
quite  a  traveler. 

William  Mullen  is  the  tap  grease-monkey  at  the 
Falmouth  Auto  Sales. 

Virginia  Overy,  keyholer  for  the  Cape  Cod  Colon¬ 
ial,  has  a  nose  for  “briefs”  and  “stuff”! 
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SOPHOMORE  NOTES 

We  wonder  why  “seat-changing”  is  so  popular 
with  two  boys  in  Mr.  Allen’s  IVA  English  Class.  It’s 
a  case  of  here  today,  gone  tomorrow. 


If  the  walls  of  the  Uptown  Lunch  could  speak, 
it  might  be  learned  that  one  young  Sophomore,  who 
tales  shop,  has  more  or  less  serious  inclinations  to¬ 
ward  a  “German  accent”  friend  of  his  whom  he  play¬ 
fully  designates  as  his  “fire-engine.” 

A  little  while  ago  in  an  English  class,  a  young 
ping-pong  player  indicated  that  it  might  be  a  good 
idea  if  a  certain  person  would  be  able  to  move  her 
seat  nearer  to  him.  He  thinks  that  it  is  a  good  idea 
to  have  pretty  “Halls”  around.  We  don’t  mean  the 
kind  in  buildings,  either. 


Recently,  in  Mr.  Baker’s  room,  a  young  cartoonist 
of  the  Sophomore  class  demonstrated  his  artistic  abil¬ 
ity  by  portraying  the  teachers,  as  seen  by  a  cynic,  on 
the  blackboard.  Mr.  Baker,  needless  to  say,  occupied  a 
considerable  portion  of  the  art  gallery. 


JOKES 


|  SCANDALS 


Just  one  more  question,  Olga,  and  then  we  shall 
let  you  rest  in  peace  Which  one  do  you  really  prefer? 
George  T.  or  Thomas  (Tommy  to  you)  Nolan?  Don’t 
you  think  the  best  solution  would  be  tossing  a  coin, 
or  maybe  you  think  three’s  company  and  two’s  a 
crowd? 

And  here  is  one  for  George  Kahler,  the  genius  of 
Mr.  Ballard’s  physics  class.  Why  does  the  chicken 
cross  the  street?  Yes,  you’re  right,  because  someone’s 
waiting  on  the  other  side. 

Strictly  between  you,  myself,  and  the  rest  of  the 
school,  Donnie,  I  think  Nickerson,  Maggie,  George, 
McDonald,  etc.,  are  just  biding  their  time  until  you 
and  Eleanor  get  lost  from  each  other,  or  maybe  they 
are  waiting  until  Betty  decides  she  has  a  passion 
for  basketball. 

Now  it’s  your  turn,  Stubby.  All  you  have  to  do  is 
tell  the  folks  just  how  much  you  enjoyed  that  last  (or 
was  it  the  last?)  party  down  at  Grace’s. 


Caller:  “Do  you  have  any  mail  for  me?” 
Postoffice  Clerk:  “What’s  your  name?” 

Caller:  “You’ll  find  it  on  the  envelope. 

*  *  * 

Lecturer:  “Man  is  the  only  animal  that  can  talk.” 
Listener:  “Pardon  me,  but  have  you  ever  met  my 
wife?” 

♦  *  * 

Aren’t  People  Funny 

If  you  tell  a  man  that  there  are  270,678,939,341 
stars  in  the  universe  he’ll  believe  you — but  if  a  sign 
says,  “Fresh  Paint”  he  has  to  investigate. 

#  *  * 

Painless  Boning 
Sign  on  Stude’s  door: 

“If  I  am  studying  when  you  enter,  wake  me  up. 

*  *  * 

Enunciation 

Jim — H’lo,  George.  Cumeara  minut. 

Geo. — A wright,  in  juss  a  sec. 

Jim— Wajiudo  lasnight? 

Geo.— Meek  wifen.  I  went  to  show.  >  '  • 

Jim— Sodeye.  Jaua  goatime?  .A''-’1 

Geo— Yeah.  Jur? 

Jim— Uh  Huh,  good  enuff. 

*  *  * 

Milton  J.  Cross,  N.  B.  C.  announcer,  had  an  argu¬ 
ment  the  other  day  with  a  newly  hired  N.  B.  C.  guide. 
“I’m  Cross,  and  I  must  get  into  that  studio!” 
“Sorry,  sir,  but  I  don’t  know  you  and  we’re  not 
allowed  to  admit  strangers  to  the  studios!” 

“Listen.  I’m  Cross,  and  I’m  going  into  the  studio!” 
“I  don’t  care  if  you’re  furious,  you  can’t  get  in!” 
*  *  * 

Little  Girl— “Auntie,  why  do  you  put  powder  on 
your  face?” 

Auntie — “To  make  me  pretty,  dear.” 

Little  Girl — “Then  why  doesn’t  it?” 

*  *  * 

Guide — “Quick!  There’s  a  leopard.  Shoot  him  on 
the  spot!” 

Hunter— “Which  spot?  Be  specific,  my  good  man.” 


And  just  a  little  word  to  Lee  and  Gordon,  who 
can  usually  be  found  hiding  behind  that  projector  up 
in  front  of  the  room.  Stop  winking  at  the  girls  when 
they  go  by  because  some  time  they  might  wink  back, 
and  what  would  poor  Richard  do  then? 

And  then  there’s  Bemardine  Sabens  with  all  her 
silver  footballs  (even  gold  ones  now  and  then).  Never 
mind,  Bucks.  Just  wait  until  they  get  their  basketballs, 
if  they  do,  and  then  maybe  you  will  be  able  to  col¬ 
lect  a  half  dozen  or  more. 

Irene  is  very  popular,  it  seems.  To  the  casual  ob¬ 
server  it  is  hard  to  tell  if  it  is  Dick,  Eddie,  or  Neal. 
We  wonder! 

This  remark  was  heard  after  the  return  from  the 
Provincetown  basketball  game: 

B.  S.  “Mr.  Fuller,  you  looked  lonesome.” 

Mr.  F.  “Did  I?  You  didn’t!” 

About  a  week  ago  one  of  the  Sophomores  came 
mincing  into  the  school  with  a  yellow  and  black  shield 
upon  which  were  written  some  mysterious  Latin  words. 
After  pondering  several  minutes  as  to  where  she  got 
the  shield,  we  remembered — of  course — She’s  very, 
very,  friendly  (?)  with  someone  who  goes  to  Lenox 
Prep. 

We’re  so  sorry,  Brad,  that  Woods  Hole  is  so  far 
from  West  Falmouth. 

The  basketball  Cheerleaders  aren’t  getting  to¬ 
gether  anymore  (not  even  on  their  cheers).  lie  found 
that  the  end  of  Shore  Street  has  a  much  pleasanter 
view  than  North  Falmouth. 
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Young  Romeo  of  the  Junior  class  did  an  un¬ 
heard  of  thing.  Took  a  girl  to  the  movies.  He  really 
uiu  pay  your  way,  aidnt  he,  Olga? 

Doris  Higgins  claims  she  goes  with  a  member 
of  the  Alumni.  We  wonder! 

This  most  humble  person  can’t  make  out  which 
is  the  most  interested  in  Jason — Bernardine  or  Anita. 

In  a  recent  edition  of  the  Barnstable’  High  School 
“Clipper”  there  was  an  item  that  ran  thus:  “Who 
is  the  popular  Falmouth  girl?”  It  also  gave  her  initials 
as  V.  H.  Now  to  top  it  all,  she  is  carrying  on  a  steady 
correspondence  with  Providence  College. 

What  Would  Happen  If: 

Hooker  got  another  girl. 

T.  A.  B.  got  a  steady  girl. 

Elva  and  Herbie  had  a  fight. 

Ruth  stopped  talking. 

Olga  didn’t  have  a  single  boy  friend. 

People  didn’t  gossip. 

Miss  Allen  forgot  her  art. 

Miss  Griffin  stopped  hurrying. 

Miss  Allen  cut  her  hair. 

Mr.  Baker  wore  leather  shoes. 

Mr.  Robinson  had  a  girls’  class. 

Miss  Kramer  never  failed  anyone. 

Mr.  Baker  sat  at  the  desk  during  a  study  period. 

Buddy  didn’t  ring  the  bells. 

Two  boys,  a  Sophomore  and  a  Junior,  made  quite 
a  hit  in  Yarmouth.  Or  was  it  that  car? 

A  certain  Alumni  writer  who  signs  his  name 
“Lawre  N.  Cian”  can’t  seem  to  make  up  his  mind 
about  two  “jeune  filles”.  His  attention  seems  to  be 
wavering  between  a  fair  blonde  damsel  and  a  dark 
senorita. 

Elwood  Mills  seems  to  get  around.  He  was  seen  at 
the  Provincetown  game  with  Miss  and  the  movies 
with  the  Misses. 

RIFLE  CLUB  NEWS 
By  Thomas  Barnes 

The  purpose  of  organizing  the  Rifle  Club  was 
not  only  to  develop  good  shots  but  teach  to  them  how 
to  handle  firearms  and  at  what  and  where  to  shoot. 

HOW  STARTED 

One  day  in  November  I  went  to  Mr.  Allen  with 
two  other  boys  who  were  interested  and  asked  if  there 
was  some  way  in  which  we  could  get  a  rifle  club 
started.  His  answer  was,  “It  is  a  good  idea.”  Mr. 
Marshall  also  had  the  same  attitude. 

Some  thirty  or  forty  boys  turned  out  eager  to 
sign  up.  A  set  of  rules  was  drawn  up. 

Officers  were  chosen  for  the  time  being  (tem¬ 
porary).  George  Kahler,  Chairman;  Hartley  Cassidy, 
Secretary;  George  Thayer,  Treasurer. 

Permanent  officers  recently  chosen  are;  Bradley 
Jones,  President;  John  Harlow,  Secretary;  and 
Thomas  Barnes,  Treasurer. 

Dues  were  decided  on  at  ten  cents  a  month,  any 
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one  not  paying  dues  and  not  obeying  rules  100%  to 
be  dropped  from  club. 

At  present  there  are  20  boys  and  5  girls. 

Faculty  members:  Mr.  F.  Allen,  Mr.  R.  Marshall. 

It  held  a  match  Tuesday  January  2S,  giving  as 
prizes  two  packages  of  shells.  John  Harlow  was  the 
winner  of  group  one,  and  George  Freeman  was  win¬ 
ner  of  group  two.  The  first  team  was  picked,  consist¬ 
ing  of:  T.  Barnes,  J.  Harlow,  J.  Hopkins  and  B.  Jones. 
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L.  II.  S.  —  PROVINCETOWN 

L.  H.  S.  was  defeated  33  to  17  by  Provincetown 
High  in  a  game  played  at  the  Henry  W.  Hall  school 
gym  Feb.  19.  The  visitors,  now  champions  of  Cape 
Cod,  came  here  with  an  undefeated  record.  Coach 
Ramey’s  team  was  the  best  quintet  seen  here  for  some 
time. 

Provincetown  started  out  strong  and  enjoyed  a 
9-1  lead  at  the  end  of  the  quarter.  Falmouth  was  st'll 
unable  to  penetrate  the  visitors’  strong  defense  and 
was  behind  15-2  as  the  half  ended.  Provincetown’s 
lead  was  increased  to  27-7  in  the  third  period.  Led  by 
Mills,  Falmouth  staged  a  concentrated  drive  in  the 
last  quarter  but  the  lead  was  too  great  to  be  over¬ 
come. 

Mills  led  Falmouth’s  scoring  with  8  points  while 
Souza  and  Steele  proved  themselves  to  be  two  of  the 
best  players  on  the  Cape. 

Despite  the  score  the  game  was  hard-fought  and 
Referee  Semino  remarked  that  it  was  one  of  the 
roughest  games  that  he  had  refereed. 


L.  H.  S.  —  WAREHAM 

Lawrence  High  School  broke  into  the  win  column 
again  as  it  defeated  Wareham  High  School  18  to 
15  on  Feb.  26.  The  victory  evened  the  series  with  the 
two  schools. 

Wareham  held  the  edge  during  the  first  half. 
The  score  was  7  to  4  at  the  quarter  and  12  to  9  as  the 
second  period  ended.  Falmouth  held  Wareham  score¬ 
less  in  the  third  quarter  while  they  tallied  5  points. 
The  last  quarter  was  closely  contested,  but  Lawrence 
High’s  smooth-working  team  stopped  the  visitors’  of¬ 
fense,  which  functioned  so  well  at  Wareham.  Sample 
and  Mills  led  the  scorers  with  7  and  6  points  re¬ 
spectively. 

In  a  preliminary  game  the  Lawrence  High  School 
2nds  continued  their  unbroken  string  of  victories  as 
they  defeated  Wareham’s  2nds  19-14. 
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L.  H.  S.  —  EDGARTOWN 

Lawrence  High’s  basketball  team  journeyed  to 
Edgartown  on  Feb.  27  to  play  the  strong  orange  and 
black  team.  The  game  turned  out  to  be  one  of  the 
most  exciting  of  the  season.  Edgartown  won  the  first 
game  of  the  home  and  home  series  26-12. 

The  Edgartown  team  held  the  lead  until  the  final 
minutes  of  the  last  quarter.  At  the  end  of  the  half 
they  were  ahead  6-4  and  had  an  11-8  lead  at  the 
end  of  the  third  period.  Falmouth  then  started  a  rally, 
and  baskets  made  in  rapid  succession  sent  the  team 
ahead.  At  this  point  Edgartown  began  to  tighten.  With 
but  20  seconds  left  to  play  and  Falmouth  leading  15-13, 
Hudson  Worden  sank  a  basket  from  the  middle  of 
the  floor,  sending  the  teams  into  a  deadlock. 

In  the  5  minute  overtime  period  Falmouth  made 
5  points  before  Edgartown  was  able  to  score.  They 
then  contented  themselves  in  staving  off  the  des¬ 
perate  last  minute  threat.  The  game  ended  with  the 
score — L.  H.  S.  20,  Edgartown  18. 

The  victory  was  well  earned  after  suffering  such 
a  humiliating  setback  at  Falmouth.  It  is  interest  ng 
to  note  that  L.  H.  S.  has  defeated  every  team  at  least 
once,  with  the  exception  of  Provincetown. 

The  Lawrence  High  2nds  made  it  a  perfect  night 
by  defeating  Edgartown  2nds  18-13. 

Alfred  Irish 

Boys’  Athletics  Reporter. 


YARMOUTH  20  —  FALMOUTH  10 

The  Yarmouth  girls  defeated  us  for  the  second 
time  on  Feb.  3,  although  our  girls  put  up  a  better  fight 
this  time.  Yarmouth  led  from  the  start  and  won  20-10. 
E.  Bensmore  was  high  scorer  for  Falmouth. 


The  lineup: 

Yarmouth 

H.  Coffin,  If 

B.  Johnson,  rf 

C.  Johnson,  jc 
M.  Eldrodge,  sc 
J.  Eaker,  lg 
M.  Hallett,  rg 


I 

/ 


Falmouth 

rg,  B.  Noyes 
lg,  J.  Stevens 
jc,  E.  Carlson 
sc,  B.  Sabcns 
rf,  E.  D’nsmore 
If,  F.  Cahoon 


EDGARTOWN  16  —  FALMOUTH  21 

Entertaining  the  Edgartown  girls  proved  lucky 
for  us.  Playing  an  unfamiliar  two- court  game  during 
the  first  half  was  disadvantageous  for  we  were  trail¬ 
ing  at  the  half  12-10.  During  the  second  half  we 
played  the  regular  three-court  game  and  grabbed  a 
21-16  victory. 


The  lineup: 
Edgartown 
Benefit,  If 
Silva,  rf 
Black,  jc 
Prada,  sc 
Waters,  lg 
Hall,  rg 


Falmouth 

rg,  Noyes 
lg,  Stevens 
jc,  Densmore 
sc,  Carlson 
rf,  Hall 
If,  Cahoon 


BARNSTABLE  21  —  FALMOUTH  10 


Playing  on  an  unfamiliar  floor  and  against  very 
close  guarding  spelled  defeat  for  the  Falmouth  girls 
on  Feb.  12th.  Although  numerous  fouls  made  by  our 
opponents  helped  our  score,  we  lost,  21-10. 


Lineup: 

Barnstable 

McIntyre,  rf 
Burlingame,  \ 
Corrigan,  jc 
Weigert,  sc 
Pc  It  on,  rg 
McKean,  lg 


Falmouth 

rg,  Stevens 
lg,  Noyes 
jc,  Tobey 
sc,  Sabens 
If,  Hall 
rf,  Densmore 


GLEANINGS 

Falmouth  is  sending  one  lone  representative  to 
the  Older  Boys’  Conference.  What’s  that,  boys?  You 
say  the  Older  Girls’  Conference  is  nearer,  and  you’re 
going  to  that?  Right  you  are,  but  you  won’t  shine 
there  ’til  six  o’clock  sharp;  then  it  will  be  waiting 
on  table.  You  think  you’ll  go  to  Bourne  after  all? 
Fine,  fine!  We’ll  send  a  special  car  (Austin)  up  right 
away  with  all  those  registration  cards. 

Oh,  so  you  don’t  believe  me?  Aren’t  you  thrilled 
about  those  weekly  dances  to  be  held  in  the  gym? 
Yes,  on  Friday  afternoons.  You’re  going  out  for  guard? 
Wise  you  are,  but  personally  I’d  rather  truck! 

Washington  is  seeing  the  Seniors  Easter  week. 
Lucky  City!  And  so,  (quote)  the  D.  of  C.  will  have 
as  its  guests  a  group  of  young  women  and  boys,  of 
which  the  nation  may  well  be  proud  (unquote) . 

Well,  I  guess  Hyannis  has  one  up  on  us  now. 
They  had  a  music  festival  there  last  week.  You  can’t 
find  Hyannis  on  the  map?  Hmmm — here's  Falmouth, 
and  Hyannis  should  be  about  there.  Any  how,  all 
tomfoolery  aside,  seventeen  of  our  bright  young  song¬ 
sters  were  there,  warbling  for  the  glory  of  old  L.  H.  S. 

It  looks  as  if  Mr.  Marshall  were  preparing  for  a 
long  hard  spring.  That  is,  if  you  can  judge  from  out¬ 
ward  appearances.  First  of  all  Mr.  Marshall  moved 
his  office.  And  do  you  know  where  he  put  it — way  in 
behind  another  office.  And  then,  Monday  morning 
he  came  to  school  behind  a  bow  tie.  Can  you  tie  that? 

Our  former  office,  where  many  were  wont  to 
enter,  has  been  recently  moved  into  what  used  to  be 
our  library.  This  was  done  principally  because  of  the 
inconveniences  of  the  smaller  room.  Although  not 
completed  as  yet,  the  finishing  touches  to  the  new 
office  will  soon  be  added.  It  consists  of  a  waiting 
room,  or  outer  office,  and  an  inner  office,  that  should 
be,  although  there  remains  a  doubt  whether  it  will  be, 
the  sanctuary  of  Mr.  Marshall. 

To  provide  a  suitable  room  in  which  visitors  may 
be  entertained  without  being  interrupted,  is  another 
reason  for  this  change.  Formerly  this  was,  or  seemed 
to  be,  almost  impossible,  but  now  this  should  be  longer 
be  true.  To  prevent  needless  interruptions  by  the  stu¬ 
dents,  Mr.  Marshall  has  asked  us  to  use  the  office 
only  as  a  place  of  business.  By  this  request  he  means 
that,  unless  we  have  a  good  reason  for  being  there, 
we  should  not  be  in  the  office. 

D.  E.  H. 
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